Wooing poorc Craftfmcn with the craft of fmilcs, 

And patient vnderbearing of his fortune,. 

As twereto banifh their aftech with him,. 

Off goes his Bonnet to an O) fler-wench, 

A brace of Draymen bid God fpeed.him well, 

And had' the tribute of<his.fup!ple knee, 

With thankes my Coiiiitrey-men,my iouing friends^. 

As were our England in reuerlion:his > 

And he our fubic&cs next degree in hope. 

Cjnenc. W ell,he is gone,and with him go thefe thoughts* 
Now for the Rebels which thine! out in IretanJ; 
ExpedicntmannagemulTbcmade(my Liege) 
Ere further ley lure yecld them further-meaner 
For their aduantage,and your highneflelolfe. 

King. We wall our felfe in per fon to this Warre, . 
And for our Coffers, vvith too great.a Court 
And liberal! lare;es:are crowne fomcwhat Helit \ > 
Wpare inforft ro fariBcourroyall Realme, 
The reuenue whereof iliallfumifh vs.: 
For our affaires in hand if that come lliort. 
Our fubftitutcs at home flhall haue blanckcGhartW,' hiQ 
Whereto,when they fhall know what men are rich, 
They fhall fubfenbe them for large fummes ofGold^ 
And fend them after to fupply our wants, 
For we will make for IrcUnoi prefcntly. 

Ent&rl!*lhk&ubnetyes.. 

'Suflj. Old Iohn of Garint is grietious ficJc^tey Lord^ 
Sodainely taken,and hath fent poll haft 
Xo intrcate yourMaicftieto vifit him. 

Kifi%. Where-beshe?- 

'Bfijlj, AtElyhoufe, 

Ktn£ . Now put it (God) into the Phifitions mindc, 
To hdpehim to his Graueimmediatly: 
The lyning of his Coffers fhall make coates, 
TodeckeourSouldiours for thefe Irrflj Warres, 
Gome Gentlemcn,lcts all goc vifit him, 
Bray God we may make luftej and come too laic : 

Amen* JLxtmi* 


Enter Iohn of Cjmmt fickr^ruh the BuleofYorhtfsrc. 

QtHnt. Will the King comc,that I may breath my lafr, 
In holfomc counfcll to his vnfhiycd youth? 

Tot^ Vex nofyour feif^nor ilriue not with your breath 
For all in vaine comes counfell co his care. 

Q*wt. Oh,but they fny,the tongues of dying men, 
Inforcc attention like deepe harmonic : 
Where wordes are ftarce,they are feldome fpent in vain<% 
' For they breath trueth that breath their words in paine. 
He that no more mull fay,is liflcncd more 
Then they whom youth and cafe hath taugh* to glofe. 
More are mens ends markt, then their lines before: 
The fctcing Sunne,and Muficke at the glofe, 
Asthelalhalteof fweetesis fwceteftlaVr, 
Writ in remembrancejmorethen thinges lone; pad-. 
Though 'RtthmikTBy hues counfell would nor hcare, 
My deaths fad tale may yet vndeafehis eare. 

To)^ No, it is llopt with other flattering founds-; : 
As pray fes of his ftate.: then there are found 
Lafciuious Meet*ers,to whofe venom found 
The open earedfyouth doth akvayes liftcn; 
Report of fafhions in proud ltahr y ' 
Whofe manners flill our tardie apifih nation ■ 
Limps after in bafe imitation. 
Where doth the world thrulf foorth a vanitie. 
So it benevv.there's norefpecT: how vile, 
That is not. quickly buzdinto his eares? 
Then all too late comes Counfell to be heard, 
Where Will dothmutinie with Witres regard. 
Direct not him whofe way himfclfe will chouft, 
Tis breath thou lack(r,and that breath vvilt thou loofe, 

Qaunt. Mec thinkes I am a Prophet new infpirdcj - 
And thus expir4ng,do foretell of him; 
Hisralh fierce Clazeofriot cannot laft : 
For violent fires foonc burne out themfelues, 
Small lowers laft long,but fodainr ftormes arc fliori • 
He tires betimeSjthat fpurs too fifl octimcs, 
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